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Blends all together, then distinctly trips From this to that, then quick returning skips And snatches this again, and pauses there. She measures every measure, everywhere Meets art with art; sometimes, as if in doubt, Not perfect yet, and fearing to be out, , Trails her plain ditty in one long spun note, Through the sleek passage of her open throat; A clear unwrinkled song; then doth she point it With tender accents^and severely joint it By short diminutives, that being reared In controverting warbles evenly shared, With her sweet self she wrangles; he amazed That from so small a channel should be raised The torrent of a voice, whose melody Gould melt into such sweet variety, Strains higher yet, that tickled with rare art The tatling strings (each breathing in his part) Most kindly do fall out, the grumbling base In surly groans disdains the treble's grace; The high-perched treble chirps at this, and chides, Until his finger (moderator) hides And closes the sweet quarrel, rousing all, Hoarse, shrill, at once; as when the trumpets call Hot Mars to th5 harvest of death's field, and woo Men's hearts into their hands; this lesson too She gives him back; her supple breast thrills out Sharp airs, and staggers in a warbling doubt Of dallying sweetness, hovers o'er her skill, And folds in waved notes, with a trembling bill. The pliant series of her slippery song; Then starts she suddenly into a throng Of short thick sobs, whose thuruTring volleys float,649         RICHARD    CRASHAW                      167
Blends all together, then distinctly trips
From this to that, then quick returning skips
And snatches this again, and pauses there.
She measures every measure, everywhere
Meets art with art; sometimes, as if in doubt,
Not perfect yet, and fearing to be out,
, Trails her plain ditty in one long spun note,
Through the sleek passage of her open throat;
A clear unwrinkled song; then doth she point it
With tender accents^and severely joint it
By short diminutives, that being reared
In controverting warbles evenly shared,
With her sweet self she wrangles; he amazed
That from so small a channel should be raised
The torrent of a voice, whose melody
Gould melt into such sweet variety,
Strains higher yet, that tickled with rare art
The tatling strings (each breathing in his part)
Most kindly do fall out, the grumbling base
In surly groans disdains the treble's grace;
The high-perched treble chirps at this, and chides,
Until his finger (moderator) hides
And closes the sweet quarrel, rousing all,
Hoarse, shrill, at once; as when the trumpets call
Hot Mars to th5 harvest of death's field, and woo
Men's hearts into their hands; this lesson too
She gives him back; her supple breast thrills out
Sharp airs, and staggers in a warbling doubt
Of dallying sweetness, hovers o'er her skill,
And folds in waved notes, with a trembling bill.
The pliant series of her slippery song;
Then starts she suddenly into a throng
Of short thick sobs, whose thuruTring volleys float,